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the pocket of one of the men. The djins, attracted by the
glitter of the shining metal, refused to do another hand's
turn in helping Rashleigh with his gruesome task, until they
had collected all they could find. He was anxious to com-
plete his last offices to the drowned men, and knew that the
money was in any case useless in his present circumstances.
When the simple burial was completed, they searched
further and found two strong booms which, with the top,
Rashleigh soon lashed together into a raft large enough for
his immediate need. He fashioned two rough paddles from
scraps of wood for the djins, and made a longer steering
paddle for himself. He launched the raft immediately it
was ready, and in a short time, helped by the falling tide and
the djins' vigorous paddling, reached the wreck.
The ill-fated vessel, a sailing ship of some five hundred
tons burthen, was stripped of masts, bulwarks and fore-
castle, her foredeck having been literally swept bare by the
gale which seemed to have just missed cutting her in two
abaft the main chains. She lay canted to one side in an
indentation on the reef, which upheld her as firmly as the
stocks upon which she had been built, and to Rashleigh it
seemed a hopeless task to try to get aboard her. Not a rope
hung down, and the bowsprit having been carried away close
to the head, neither bridle nor martingale remained over
which a rope could be thrown.
The only thing he could see that offered any hope was
a stanchion still standing near the fore-chains. He took the
cord which he had made ashore and fastened to the end a
stone which Enee used for a sinker to her fishing-line. With
this he went round to the lower side of the wreck, casting
the weighted end towards the stanchion in the hope that it
would twist round in such a way as to enable him to haul
himself on deck. He desisted only when he was too tired
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